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8YN0PSIS."

CHAPTRrt us, American
joldiur of fortune In the employ of theJrench Imperial 1'ollco at the outbreakof the Fnuico-i'rtiHslii- n war, is ordered toarrest John UuckhurHt, a leader of theCommunists, who is suspected of hnvlnKstolen the trench crown jewels. Whilesearching for Uuekhurst Scarlett Is or-
dered to arreHt Countess de Vaswirt andper group of socialists and eaoort theinto the Uelglan border.

CHAPTER II - Scarlett finds Sylvia
aiven of the Odeon disguised as a peas-ant and carries her to La Trappe, wherethe countess and her friends are assem-
bled.

CHAPTER Ill-- All are arrested. Thecountess saves Scarlett from a fatal fall
from the roof of the house. He denouncesBuckhurst as the leuder of the KcUh andUie countess conducts him to where BucJt-nur-

la secreted.
CHArTftB IV German Uhlans descend

on the place and Huckhurst escapes dur-
ing the melee. Scarlett Is wounded.

CHAPTER V He recovers conscious-
ness In the countess' home at Morsbrunn,
where he Is cared for by the countess.
A tierce battle Is foi!t:ht in the streets
between French and Prussian soldiers.

CHAPTER VI Buck hurst professes
and returns the crown Jewels to

Scarlett. He dei lares he will give himself
up to the authcrllles. Scarlett doubts his
sincerity, Uuekhurst urges the countess
to go to Paradise.

CHAPTER VII Buckhurst admits that
he receives pay from the Prussians for
Information which he docs not give. He
secures passports to the French lines for
Bciv-latt- . the countess and himself.

CHAPTER VHI-Scar- lctt reports to the
secret service In I'l.rls and finds Murine,
shadow of the emperor, in charge. He
deposits the crown jewels and later, when
making a iletailinl report, finds that
have been substituted for the real stones.
Speed, a comrade in the service, wains
Bearlett that Murnac is He
also Informs him that nil the government
treasure Is being transported to the count
for shipment out of the country. Scar-
lett and Speed escape to iln a circus.

CHAPTER IX-T- he circus arrives at
Paradise where Scarlett secures a license
from the mayor.

CHAPTER X An order Is received by
the mayor calling the citizens to arms.

CHAPTER XI Jacqueline, daughter of
th Llsanl. offers to join the circus to
firm exhibitions In the character of a
ZMrmald.

CHAPTER xn Scarlett makes trlends
with the Lizard.

CHAPTETR XIII Scarlett calls on the
oountess at her home In Paradlss. He
finds Syhrla Elven also there. He learns
ths countoRS has withdrawn from the

They swear eternal friendship.
CHAPTER XIV-T- he Lizard learns fortauiett, through one Trlo-Tra- c, that Mor-

nac Is head of a communistic conspiracy.
CHAPTKR- - X learns some-

thing of ByMa Etven through a followperformer named Kelly.

CHAPTEH XVI Orders regarding theaaure trains are changed owing to thediscovery of a plot at Lorlent
CHAPTER XVTT Orders are received

for the expulsion of the circus. Buckhurstappears In Paradise nnd secures recruitstor the red Hag. Scarlett admits he is
In love with the countess.

CHAPTER XVTIT-Rcar- lett Is Injured by
the circus Hons and taken to the home of
the countess.

CHAPTER for thewrecking of the expected treasure trainare discovered by Scarlett.

CHAPTER XX fionrlett discovers SyV-vi- a

Elven sending a messnge to the Prus-
sians. He sends warning of the plot to
wreck the train and asks that a warship
be dispatched to the port at once.

CHAPTER XXI.

Like Her Ancestors,
I leaned in the embrasure of the

southern window, gazing at my light-
ed lanterns, which dangled from the
halyards at Salnt-Yseo- l. The soldier
Holland bad so far kept his word
three red lamps glimmered through a
driving mist; the white lanterns hung
above, faintly shining.

Full In the firelight of the room sat
the young countess, lost in reverie,
hands clasping the gilt arms of her
chair. At her feet dozed Ange Pitou.

"I am afraid a story I have to tell Is
not going to be very cheerful," I said,
"and I am also afraid that I must ask
you to listen to It."

She met my eyes with composure,
leaned a little toward me, and watted.

And so, sitting there In the tinted
glare, I told her of the death of Del-mo-

and of Tavernler, and of Buck-hurnt- 's

share in the miserable work.
"Madame, I am paining you," I said;

"but I am going to cause you even
greater unhapplness."

"Tell me what ia necessary," she
aid, forming the words with tightened

Hps.

"Then I must tell you that It la nec-
essary for Mademoiselle Elven to leave
Trecaurt tonight"

"Why?"
"It is better that I do Dot tell you,

mauame."
"Tell me. It ia my right to know."
"Not now; later, if you insist"
"This is dreadful," Bhe muttered.

, . . "If I did not know you, . . .
If I did not trust you bo perfectly,
. . . trust you with all my heart!
. . . Oh, are you certain she must
got It frightens me; it Is so strange!
I have grown fond of her. . . . And
now you say that, she must go. I can-D-

understand I cannot."
"No, you cannot understand," I re-

peated, gently; "but she can. It ia a
BerlouB matter for Mademoiselle El-

ven; it could not easily bo more seri-
ous. It Is even perhaps & question of
life or death, madame."

"In heaven's name, help her, then!"
she said, scarcely controlling tho
alarm that brought a pitiful break in
hor voice.

"I am trying to," I eaid. "And now
I must consult Mademoiselle Elven.
Will you hlp me?"
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"What can I do?" she asked, pite-ousl-

"Stand by that window. Look ma-dam-

can you sea tho Hunts nn th
Bomaphore?"

"Yes."
"Count them aloud."
She counted the white lights for me,

then the red ones.
"Now," I eaid, "if those lights chance

in number or color or Dositlon. crime
instantly to me. I shall be with
Mademoiselle Elven in the little tea-
room."

I left her In the shadow of the cur-
tains, and passed through the room to
Sylvia's side. She looked up quietly
from her embroidery frame, then,
dropping the tinted silks and needles
on the cloth, rose and walked beside
me. When we entered the little tea-
room she passed on to the lounge and
seated herself on the padded arm.

"What is it?" she aBked.
"I am sorry to tell you," I said

"sorry from my heart. You are not
very friendly to me, and that makes
It harder for me to say what I have to
say."

"What do you mean?" she asked,
guardedly.

"I mean that you cannot stay here,"
I eaid. "And you know why."

"Will you explain this insult?" she
asked, hotly.

"Yes. You are a German spy," I
Baid, under my breath. "French troops
will land here tonight or tomorrow,"
I went on calmly. "You will see how
dangerous your situation is curtain
to become when BuckhurBt is taken,
and when it is understood what use
you have made of the semaphore."

She winced, then straightened and
bent her steady gaze on me. Her cour-
age was admirable.

"I thank you for telling me," she
Bald, simply. "Have I a chance to
reach the Spanish frontier?"

"I think you have," I replied. "Kelly
Eyre la going with you when"

"He? No, no, he must not! Does?

he know what I am? Did he offer to
go?" she asked, Incredulously.

"Mademoiselle, he insists."
Without turning her head she said:

"Does he know that it may mean his
death?"

"He has suffered worse for your
sake!" I said, bitterly.

"What?" she flashed out, confronting
me in an Instant.

"You must know that," I said
"three years of hell prison utter
ruin! Do you dare deny you have
been ignorant of this?"

For a space she stood there, struck
Bpeechless; then, "Call him!" she-cried-.

"Call him, I tell you! Bring
him here I want him here here be-

fore us both!"
Eyre, passing the long stone corri-

dor, looked up as I beckoned; and
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He Reloaded His Revolver.

when he entered the tearoom, Slyvla,
white as a ghost, met him face to face.

"Monsieur," she said, harshly, "why
did you not come to that book store?"

He was silent. His face was answer
enough a terrible answer.

"Monsieur Eyre, speak to mo! Is it
true? Did they did you not know that
I made an error that I did go on Mon-

day at the same hour? They told me
at the uslne that you had gone away

I thought you had forgotten that
you did not care "

"Care!" he groaned, and bowed his
head, crushing her hands over his
face.

Then she broke down, breathless
with terror and grief.

"I was not a spy then truly I was
not, Kelly. There was no harm in me

I only only asked for the sketches
because because I cared for you. I
have them now; no soul save myself
has ever seen them."

She raised her head and fumbled in
her corsage with shaking fingers, and
drew from her bosom a packet of

"Here are the sketches," she sobbed;
"they have cost you dear! Now leave
mo hate me! Let them come and
take me I do not want to live any
more. Oh, what punishment on earth!"

Her suffering was unendurable tu
the man who had suffered through
her; he turned on me, quivering in
every limb.

"We must start," he said, hoarsely.
"Give me jour revolver."

I drew It from my hip pocket aud
passed it to him.

"Scarlett," he began, "if we don't
reach "

A quick rapping at the door sitencjd

him; the young countess stood 'In 1h
! hallway, bright-eyed- , but composed.

asking for me.
"The red and white lights are gone,"

she said. "There are four green lights
on the tower and four blue lights on
the halyards."

I turned to Eyre. "This Is Interest-
ing," I said, grimly. "I set signals for
the e to land in force.
Somebody has changed them. You had
better get ready to go."

Sylvia had shrunk away from Eyre.
The countess looked at her blankly,
then at me.

"Madame," I said, "there ia little
enough of happiness in the world so
little that when it comes it should be
welcomed, even by those who may not
share In it."

And I bent nearer and whispered the
truth.

"Sylvia!" murmured the young
countess, Incredulously. "A spy! And
she brings this this shame on me!"

Sylvia turned, standing unsteadily.
For a long time they looked at each
other In silence, their eyes wet with
tears. Then Eyre lifted Sylvia's hand
nnd kissed it, and led her away, clos-
ing tho door behind.

The countess still stood in the cen-
ter of the room, transfixed, rigid, star-
ing through her tears at the closed
door. With a deep drawn breath she
straightened her shoulders; her head
drooped; she covered her 'face with
clasped hands.

"What have I done?" she cried,
brokenly "what have I done that this
shame should come upon me?"

"You have done nothing," I said,
"neither for good nor evil In this
crisis. But Sylvia has; Sylvia the
spy. That a man Bhould give up his
life for a friend is good; that a woman
offers hers for he country Is better.
She has done her duty; the sacrifice
is a. ill burning; I pray it may spare
her and spare him."

The countess looked at me scornful-
ly. "I think that we are not fitted to
understand each other."

"It remains," I said, "for me to thank
you for your kindness to us all, and for
your generosity to me in my time of
need. ... It is quite useless for
me to dream of repaying it. ... 1

shall never forget It. . . . I ask
leave to make my adieus, madame"

She flushed to her temples, but did
not answer.

As I stood looking at her, a vivid
flare of light flashed through the win-
dow behind me, crimsoning the walla,
playing over the celling with an in-

fernal radiance. At the same instant
the gate outside crashed open, a hub-
bub of voices swelled into a roar; then
the outer doors were flung back and a
Bcore of men sprang Into the hallway,
soldiers with the red torch-lig- danc-
ing on rifle barrels and bayonets.

And before them, revolver swinging
In his slender hand, strode Buckhurst,
a red sash tied across his breast his
colorless eyes like diamonds.

Speed and Jacqueline came hurrying
through the hull to where I stood;
Huckhurst's smile was awful as his
eyes flashed from Speed to me.

Behind him. close to his shoulder.
'the torch-ligh- t fell on Mornac's Bmooth,
false face, stretched now into a fero-
cious grimace; behind him crowded
the soldiers of the commune, rifles
slung, craning their unshaven faces
to catch a glimpse of us.

"Buckhurst," I said, "what the devil
do you mean by this foolery?" and I
started for him, shouldering my way
among his grotesque escort.

For an instant I looked Into his dead-
ly eyes; then he silently motioned me
back; a dozen bayonets wt ro leveled,
forcing me to retire, inch by Inch.

The Countess do Vassart was al-

ready in the hall, facing Buckhurst
with perfect composure.

He turned and addressed us, suave-
ly, bowing with a horrid, mock defer-
ence to the countess:

"In the name of the commune! The
Countess de Vassart la ac-

cused of sheltering the individual Scar-
lett, late Inspector of imperial police;
the individual Speed, of
imperial gendarmes; the individual
Eyre, under general suspicion; the
woman called Sylvia Elven, a German
spy. As war delegate of the com-
mune,' I am here to accuse!

"I accuse the woman Sylvia Elven
of communication with Prussian
agents; of attempted corruption of
soldiers under my command. I accuse
the citoyenne Eline Treopurt, late-
ly known as the Countess de Vassart,
of aiding, encouraging and abetting
these enemies of France!"

He waited until the short, fierce yell
of approval had died away. Then:

"Call the soldier Rolland!" he eaid.
My heart began to hammer in my

throat. "I believe it's going hard with
us," I muttered to Speed.

"Listen," he motioned.
I listened to the wretched creature

Rolland while h told what had hap-
pened at the semaphore.

"You say he bribed you?" asked
Buckhurst, gently.

"Yes; I've said It twenty times,
haven't I?"

"And you took the bribes?"
The wretch laughed outright.
"And you believe that you deserve

well of the commune?" smiled Buck-
hurst.

The soldier grinned and opened his
mouth to answer, and Buckhurst shot
him throiiKl the face; and, aa he foil,
shot him again, standing wreathed In
the nmoke of his own weapons.

"I think," said Buckhurst in a pleas-
antly persuasive oIce, "that there will
be no more bribery in this battalion."
He deliberately opened the smoking
weapon; the spent sheila dropped one
ny one from the cylinder, clinking on
the stone floor.

"No no more bribery," he mused,
touching the dead man with the care-
fully polished toe of his shoe. ."Be-
cause," ho added, reloading his re-
volver, "I, do not like It."

He turned quietly to Mornac and or-

dered the corpse to be buried, and Mor-
nac, plainly .unnerved at the mtmler- -

ous ; r,rTiia superior, repeated the
Order rtlmlnD Via rvwtn , ,1... I

, ulo uiuu lj cuvur urn
quaver In his voice.

"As for you," observed Buckhurst,
glancing up at ue where we stood
speechless together, "you will be
Judged and sentencod when this drum-
head court decides. Go into that
room!"

The countess did not move.
Speed touched her arm; she looked

up quietly, smiled, and stopped across
the threshold. Speed followed; Jac-
queline slipped In beside him, and then
I turned on Buckhurst who had Just
ordered his soldiers to surround tho
house outside.

He motioned toward the door with
leveled weapon, I turned and entered
the tearoom, and he locked the door
from the outside.

The countess, seated on the sofa,
looked up aa I appearod. She was ter-
ribly pnle, but she smiled aa my heavy
eyes met hers.

"Ia It to be farce or tragedy, mon-
sieur V she asked, without a tremor in
her clear voice.

I could not have uttered a word to
save my life. Speed, pacing the room,
turned to read my face; and I think he
read it for he stopped short in his
tracks.

"Do they mean to shoot us?" he
asked, bluntly.

"Messieurs," said the countess, with
a faint smile, "your whispers are no
compliment to my race. Pray honor
me by plain speaking. Are we to die?"

We stood absolutely Bpeechless bo
fore her.

"Ah, Monsieur Scartotf she said,
gravely, "do you also fail mo . . .

at the end? . . . You, too even
you? . . . Must I tell you Unit we
ef Trecourt fear nothing la this
world?

"Are we to die?" she asked,
"Yes, madamo."
"Thank yon," she said, softly. "Why

do you look at me so sadly, Monsieur
Scarlett? Truly, you muBt know that
my life has been lonj enough to prove
its useloseoesB. I had rather die with
.you than live without the friendship
which I believe which I know is
mine. You see I have nothing to re-
gret in a death that brings me to you
again. . . . Do you regret llfo?"

"Not now," I said.
"You are kind to say so, I believe-y- es,

I know that you truly care for me.
. . . Do you?"

"Yes."
"Then it will not bo hard. . . .

Perhaps not even very painful."
The key turning' In the door startled

us. Buckhurst entered, and through
the hallway I saw his dishevelled sol-

diers running, flinging open doors,
tearing, trampling, pillaging, wrecking
everything in their path.

"Your business will be attended to
In the garden at dawn," he observed,
blinking about the room, for the bright
lamp light dazzled him.

, The countess did not even glance up
as the sentence was pronounced; she
looked at me and laid her left hand on
mine, smiling, aa though waiting for
the moment to resume an Interrupted
conversation.

He went away, slamming and lock-

ing the door; and I heard Mornac com-

plaining that the signals had gone out
on the semaphore and that there was
more threachery abroad,

"Get me a horse!" said Buckhurst.
"There are plenty of them in the
stables. Mornac, you stay here; I'll
ride over to the semaphore."

"Where are you going?" demanded
Mornac's angry voice. "Do you expect
me to stay her while you start for
Parts?"

"You have your orders," said Buck-
hurst, menacingly. "Silence, you fool.
Do you obey orders or not?"

Their voices receded. Speed sprang
to the door to listen, then ran back to
the window.

"Scarlett," he whispered, "there are
the lights of a vessel at anchor off
Croix."

I was beside him in an instant. "It's
the cruiser," I said. "Oh, Speed, for a
chance to signal!"

Jacqueline, standing beside Speed,
said quietly: "I could swim It Walt
Raise the window a little."

She cautiously unlocked the window
and peered out Into the dark garden.

"The cliff falls sheer from the wall
yonder," she whispered. "I shall try
to drop. I learned much In the circus.
I am not afraid, Speed. I shall drop
into the sea."

"To your death," I said.
"PoBBibly, m'sleu, It is a good death,

however. I am not afraid."
"Close the window," muttered Speed.

"They'd shoot her from the wall, any-
way."

Again the child gravely asked per-
mission to try.

"No," said Speed, harshly, and
turned away. But in that instant Jac-
queline flung open the window and
vaulted into the garden. Before I

could realize what had happened she
was a glimmering spot in the dark-
ness. Then Speed and I followed her,
running swiftly toward the foot of the
garden, but we were too late; a slim,
white shape rose from the top of tho
wall nnd leaped blindly out through
the ruddy torch glare Into the black-
ness beyond.

I looked at Speed. He stood wide-eye-

staring at vacancy. '

"Could she do It?" I asked, horrified.
"God knows," he whispered.
Then we crept back to the window,

where we entered in time to avoid dis-
covery by a wretch who had succeed-
ed In mounting the wall, torch In hand.

"Where is Jacqueline?" asked the
countess, looking anxiously at the lit-

tle blue skirt on Fpeed's kneos. "Have
they harmed that child?"

I told her.
A beautiful light grew In her eyes

as she listened. "Did I not warn you
that we Bretons know how to die?"
ehe Bald.

There were noises outside our door,
loud voices, hammering, the Bund of
furniture being drugged over stone

floors, and I scarcely noticed it when
our door was opened again.

Then Bomebody called out our
names; a file of soldlerj
grounded arms In the passage way
with a hang that brought us to our
feet, as Moruac, flushed with wine, en-
tered unsteadily, drawn sword In hand.

"I'm damned if I stay hero any long-
er," he broke out, angrily. "I'll see
whether my rascals can't shoot straight
by lorch lUht."

Tho shuttling tread of the Insurgent
infantry echoed across the grave) court
yard; torches behind the walls were
extinguished; blackness enveloped tho
cliffs.

"Well," broke out Speed, hoarsely,
"Uood-hy- , Scarlett."

lis held out his hand.
"Oood-by,- I said, stunned.
Then he went to the countess and

offered his hand.
"I am so sorry for you," she said,

with a pallid smile. "You have much
to live for. Hut you must not feel
lonely, monsieur; you will bo with us

we shall be clone to you."
She turned to mo, and her hands fell

to her side.
''Are you contented?" she asked.
"Yes," I answered.
"I, too," she said, sweetly, and of-

fered her hands. I held them very
tightly. "You eay," I whispered, "that
it is not love. But you do not speak
for me. I love you."

A bright blush spread over brow and
neck.

"So it was love after all," she
said, under her breath. "God be with
us today I love you."

"March!" cried Mornac, as two
soldiers took station beside me.

Speed passed out first; I followed;
tho countess came behind me.

"Courago," I stammered, looking
back at her as we stumbled out Into
tho torch-li- t garden.

She smiled adorably. Her forefa-
thers had mounted tho guillotine smil-
ing.

A soldier dreBsed like a Turco lifted
a torch and set it in the flower bed un-
der tho wall, Illuminating' the Bpot
where we were to stand. Ab this sol-
dier turned to come back I saw his
face.

"Salah ! "I cried, hoarse-
ly. "Do Marabouts do this butcher's
work?"

Tho Turco stared at me as though
stunned.

"Salah is a disgraced
soklier!" I said, In a ringing voice.

"It's a lie!" he shouted, in Arabic
"it's a lie, 0 my inspector! Speak!
Have thr.se men tricked me? Are you
not Prussians?"

"Silence! Silence!" bawled Mor-
nac. "Turco. fall in! Fall In, I say!
What! You menace me?" he snarled,
cocking his revolver.

Then a man darted out of the red
shadows of the torch-ligh- t and fell up-
on Mornac with a knife, and dragged
him down and rolled on him, stabbing
l'.ini through and through, while the
mutilated wretch screamed and
screamed until his soul struggled out
through the flame-sho- t darkness and
fled to its last dreadful abode.

Tho Lizard rose, shaking his fagot
knife; they fell upon him, clubbing
and stabbing with stock and bayonet,
but he s.vung his smeared and sticky
blade, clearing a circle around him.
And I tli ink he could have cut his way
free had not Trie Trao shot him in the
back of the head.

Then a frightful tumult broke loose.
Three of the torches were knocked to
the ground and trampled out as the
Insurgents, douhly drunken with wlno
and the taste of blood, seized me and
tried to force me against the wall;
but the Turco, with his shrill, wolf-lik- c

battle yelp, attacked them, saber-bayon-

in hand. Speed, too, had
wrested a rifle from a
rufilan, and now stood at bay before
tho countess; I saw him wielding his
heavy weapon like a flail; then in the
darkness Tric-Tra-c shot at me, so
close that the powder flame scorched
my leg. lie dropped his rifle to spring
for my throat, knocking mo flat, and,
crouching on me, strove to strangle
me; and I heard him whining with
eagerness while I twisted and writhed
to free my windpipe from his thin
fingers.

At last I toro him from my body
and struggled to my feet. He, too, was
on his legs with a bound, running,
doubling, dodging; and at his heels I

saw a dozen sailors, broadaxes glit-
tering, chasing him from tree to
shrub.

"Speed!" I shouted "the sailors
from the

I had picked up a rifle with a bro-
ken bayonet; the countess, clasping
my left arm; stood swaying in the
rifle smoke, eyes closed; and, when
a horrid screeching arose from the
depths of the garden where they were
destroying Trlc-Trac- , she fell to shud-
dering, hiding her face on my shoul-
der.

Suddenly Speed appeared, carrying
a drenched little figure, partly wrapped
in a sailer's slfcn limbs
drooping, blue with cold.

"Put out that fire in there," he
said, hoarsely; "we must get her into
bed. Hurry, for God's sake, Scarlett!
There's nobody in the house!"

"Jacqueline! Jacqueline! brave lit-

tle ISretonne," murmured the oount-es- s,

bending forward and gathering
the unconscious child into her strong,
young arms.

A fresh company of sailors passed
on the double, rifles trailing, their

shouting encouragement. And
as we came in view of tho semaphore,
I Baw tho signal tower on fire from
base to top. The mnrines fired Btead-ll- y

from the windows above us.
They want the Ued Terror!" laughed

the sailors. "They shall have it!"
Blackened, scorched, almost suffo-

cated, I staggered back to the tearoom,
where the countess Btood clasping Jac-
queline, huddled In a blanket, and
smoothing tho child's wet curls away
from a face as white as death.

Together we carried, her bacS

through the smoking hallway, up the"
stairs to my bedroom, and laid her In
the bed.

The child opened her eyes as ve
drew the. blankets.

"Where is Spued?" sho asked, dream-
ily.

A moment later he came in, and she
turned her head languidly and snWled.

"Jacqueline! Jacqueline!" he whis-
pered, bending close above her.

"Do you love me, Speed?"
"Ah, Jacqueline," he Btammered,

"more than you can understand "

Late that night the light cavalry
from Lorlent rode into Paradise. At

4 N58fl

N

v.. f 1

Stabbing Him Through and Through.
dawn the colonel, established in the
mayory, from whence Its foolish occu-
pant had fled, sent for Speed and me,
and when we reported he drew from
his heavy dolman our commissions, re-
storing us to rank and pay in the regi-
ment de march!! which he commanded.

At sunrise I had bade good-b- to the
sweetest woman on earth; at noon we
were miles to the westward, riding
like demons on Buckhurst's heavy
trail.

I am not sure that we ever saw him
again, though once, weeks later, Speed
and I and a dozen hussars gave chase
to a mounted man near St. Brleuc,
and that man might have been Buck-tuirv-t.

Tie l.d us a magnificent chase
straight to the coast, where we rodo
plump into a covey of Prussian hus-
sars, who were standing on their sad-
dles, hacking away at the telegraph
wires with their heavy, curved sabers.

That was our first and last sight of
the enemy in either Prussian or com-
munistic gui:;e, though in the long, ter-
rible days and nights of that winter
of '71, when three French armies froze,
and the white death, not the Prus-
sians, ended all for France, rumors of
Insurrection cmne to us from the starv-
ing capital, and we heard of the red
flag fl villi; on the Hotel-do-Ville- , and
the rising of the carbineers under
Flourens; and some spoke of the lead-
er of the Insurrection and called him
John Buckhurst.

Then, for three blank, bitter months,
freezing and Marviug, the Fir.;t regi-
ment d marclie of Lorlent Hussars
stood guard at litest over the dia-
monds of the crown of Franco.

CHAPTER XXII.

The Secret.
The news of ilio collapse of the

army of the F.ast found our wretched-
ly clothed and luill'-r.tarve- hussars
still patroling the en irons of Brest
from Belair to the l'ont Tournant, and
from tho banks of the Klorn clear
around the ramparts to Lannion buy.
For three months our Hoopers scarce-
ly left, their saddles, except to be ta-

ken to tli o hospital in Uecouvrnnee.
Suddenly the nightmare ended with

a telegram. Paris bad surrendered.
On the first day of March, by papers

from London, we learned that the war
was at an end, anil that the prelimi-
nary treaty of Sunday, tho 2it'a, had
been signeil at Vers aillrs.

The samo mail brought to me an as-

tonishing offer from Cairo, to assist
in the reorganization and aocept a
commission in the Kgyptian military
police. Speed and 1, shivering in our
ragged uniforms by the barrack stove,
discussed the matter over a loaf ol
bread and a few sardines, until we fell
asleep In our greasy chairs.

When I awoke In the black morning
hours I knew that I should go. All the
roaming instinct in nie was roused. 1,

a nomad, had Btayetl too long in one
stule place; I must be moving on.

Leave of absence, nnd permission to
travel pending acceptance of my resig-
nation, I asked for and obtained before
the stable trumpets awoke my com-
rade from his heavy slumber by the
barrack stove.

Speed awoke with the trumpi ts, and
stared at me whro I knelt before the
stove in my civilian clothes, strapping
up my little packet.

"Oh," he said, briefly, "I knew you
were going."

"So did I," I replied. "Will you ride
to Trecourt with me? I have two
weeks' permission for you."

We bolted our breakfast of soup and
black bread, and bawled for our horses,
almost crazed with impatience, now
that the moment had come at last.

Far ahead we. caught sight of the
smoke of a locomotive.

"Lamlerneau!" gasped Speed. "Hide
hard, Scarlett!"

The Btation master saw us nnd halt-
ed the moving train at a frantic signal
from Spend, whose uniform was to bo
reckoned with, by all station masters,
and ten minutes later we stood sway-
ing in a cattle car, huddled close to
our horses to keep warm, while the
locomotive tore eastward, whistling
frantically, nnd an ocean of black
smoke poured past swarming with
sparks.

At Quimperle some gendarmes aided
us to disembark our horses, and a sub-offic-

respectfully offered us hospi-
tality at the barracks across tha


